hopped on his saddle.

In the courtyard were chickens pecking the dirt and on the
porch steps an old farm-hand was chopping wood.

<%Where's the boss?" Jean-Francois asked him.

The old man straightened with difficulty in a series of move-
ments, wiped his expressionless and perspiring face with the back
of his patched sleeve and with his-hand formed a kind of awning
round his ear.

"I can't hear you/* he said.

"The boss/' Jean-Frangois shouted.

The door opened and a woman in a black dress and shawl
appeared. She was of middle age, small of build and held her head
very straight.

"The boss isn't here, the boss is in town/' she said with the
sharp and lively accent of the region.

Jean-Frangois smiled at the severe; regular face with its mat
complexion.

"That doesn't matter, Madame/' he said. "You're the real
boss, I'm sure."

Jean-Frangois was wearing a heavy turtle-neck sweater, a pair
of old knickers, bicyclist's stockings and old sport shoes. His fair
hair was windblown and fell in locks over his forehead. But be-
cause of his hands, his bearing and his voice the farmer's wife
felt sure that he belonged to the well-to-do class.

"If it's for the black market it's no use/5 she said. "We haven't
anything too much to sell."

"Well, you can give me a drink, anyway," said Jean-Frangois.
"My throat's on fire."

There was a fine coat of dust on the young man's eyelashes and
forehead. The winter was very mild in the region. The roads were
very dry.

"Come in," said the woman.

In the large living room there was a fire in the tall fireplace.
Hbte setting sun made the polished wood of the rustic old fur-
liture gleam. From outside came the dry sound of splitting wood
md the cackling of the chickens. The fanner's wife put a bottle
and a glass on the table.

"Water would have been good enough," said Jean-Frangois*

"Augustine Viellat has never refused wine to a passer-by, even